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ever knew. We shot moose, sheep, caribou, and deer, besides all
manner of small game. Heller's memories of African hunting were
still fresh, but he said there was better sport in the Cassiars than in
Africa—better, he explained, because African animals come to the
hunter, whereas in the Canadian mountains the hunter had to go
after the game.
As a matter of fact, there are two ways of hunting in the North-
west: one, to lie in wait for the game; and two, to travel and jump
the game. The latter is the Indian way and is far preferable as sport.
I have no use for the ambush system in hunting big game. We had
with us for a guide an Indian who was the best man for that pur-
pose I ever knew. He was fast1 and tireless, loved to travel, and could
scour a whole section of rough country in one day. He used to wear
out two pairs of moccasins every week.
I learned much of professional use to me on this trip with Heller.
We divided the work in camp, he taking the birds and I the
mammals. With our field notebooks beside us, we had to dissect
the game, at least enough to study food habits, skin it, and preserve
specimens by taxidermy. Heller was an expert taxidermist, and I
learned something of that art from him. I also gained a certain
knowledge of anatomy. When we had a considerable number of
specimens prepared, we sent them back to the lake by some of our
Indian boys, and from there the Hudson's Bay Company freighted
them out to the coast.
The work was so hard and our travel so incessant that we de-
veloped enormous appetites. One day we shot a fine fat yearling
sheep. That night we roasted it entire over our fire, and the three
of us—Heller and I and the Indian guide—ate the whole animal.
It was a little too much for me, though. I have never been able to
stomach mountain sheep since.
Toward the end of our stay in the mountains, when the nights
had grown frosty and ice had begun to skim the lakes, I had an
experience that has ever remained vividly in my memory. The
Indian guide and I had been out for sheep since daybreak, but had
drawn only blanks. It was just at dusk, and we were making for
camp as fast as we could, having had nothing to eat since morning.
A$ we passed a little grassy draw in the mountains, I happened to
look in, and there I saw three caribou feeding. One had an

